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they could!   We pulled up and waited for them.
They tried to go full steam ahead, but their front
wheels became embedded in the mud and they had
to reverse and barely got out.    Sarcastically they
waved to us to try our luck next.    " We must do it,
Bell," I whispered, "or die in the attempt/'    "You
bet,"  he  answered,  putting  conventional  etiquette
aside for a moment,  "we're not going to funk it
before them Germans."   We had a longer take-off
than the Bodies and a much lighter car.    Setting
his teeth, Bell went at it and just managed to clear it.
We were pleased.    I could not resist throwing a rope
to the Germans over the back of the car with the
old familiar gesture as we sped away on round the
next  corner.   But  I have not  yet  mentioned the
curious coincidence that at this generally deserted
spot we had found yet another car stuck on the edge
of the freshet.   It was a closed one, and belonged,
as I afterwards heard, to the Russian Engineering
Company who had charge of the road.    In it was a
lady, whom I caught sight of as we passed, leaning
pathetically out of the window, in tears at her sad
plight.   We were told later on that horses and ropes
had to be sent back to them to pull them all through.
All this made us very late for our sleeping-place,
Neugil, and it was getting dark.   So we determined
to pull up for the night at the next chapar khanek
(Persian rest-house)  we should pass.   This  proved
to be a horrid little place.   But we supped off the
provisions in my basket, and Bell unfolded my camp
bed.   For himself, he placed a mattress on the floor
in the passage across the door of my room, for I didn't
like the place a bit.   By 5 a.m. the next morning
we had the luggage on board and were ready to start,248                   'INDISCRETIONS'
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